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Josh 


Author's Notes: 

This is honestly just part of a series of fanfictions I've written in my free time as a way To, er, satisfy my 
immense craving for John Frusciante, so if you fancy the fuck out of the guy too, then you might enjoy this. 
Warning: detailed/graphic! 


This one is a two-part story. 


| need you." Josh moaned. 

"Oh, Josh." | breathed in his ear. 

| was so unsure of what to do. | loved Josh. | also loved John. | wanted to fuck them both, every minute of 
every day. Neither of them knew | liked the other. | didn't know what to do. All | knew was, I'd been ‘seeing’ 


them both for a few months now. | didn't want to ruin their friendship. | was in rather a pickle. 


‘Mmmmm." Josh mumbled, interrupting my thoughts. He kissed my neck, and wrapping his arms around me 


tighter. "I'm just so fucking horny." 


| bit my lip. | was melting. | gazed up and looked into Josh's beautiful brown eyes. The way he spoke into my 
ear in his low, seductive tone was making my legs weak. | leant into him, breathing steadily against him as he 
kissed the front of my neck His large hands caressed my hips. | knew | needed him now as he shot me a look 
of pure lust and desperate passion. | glanced back at the door of the room to see if it was locked. It wasn't. 


Screw it. | didn't care. 


In a moment of haste, | reached down and started to unbutton his jeans, grabbing at the material hurriedly, 


trying to pull them down. 


He took over, and | quickly turned to lean over the large double bed and yanked my own jeans and red lacy 
pants down for him, and without hesitation he lunged forward, bending me over, lifting his right leg to plant his 
foot solidly on the bed frame, grabbed my hips, and with that, pushed his length inside me. 


"Oh, Josh! Fuck!" 


He waited while | gave a sharp intake of breath, loving being filled, loving his warmth and firmness. | could feel 
his excitement, his warm hands clutching my hips, the rise and fall of his chest, his member rock-hard inside 


me, raring to go. 


He grabbed at my t-shirt and pulled it up to my neck, exposing my boobs. | moaned and pushed back against 
him. His lips planted against my shoulderblade, he began thrusting, with an aura of animalistic desperation, and | 
could hear him trying to contain the growls and moans that threatened to escape his lips, muffled against my 
skin 


His confidence had definitely increased. In the time that we'd been ‘seeing’ each other, he'd gone from being 
shy, anxious and unsure of his abilities, to being happy to bend me over and take me from behind in an instant. 
| loved it. Don't get me wrong, | loved being in charge and riding him silly. But there was something so sexy 
about the way this once-timid man had grown in confidence. He still looked his shy, innocent self to the rest of 


the world, but | knew the truth about how naughty he could be. He still hadn't gotten round to taking off his 


shirt, however. | wondered if he ever would. 


| could feel myself heating up rapidly, and struggling to keep my breathing quiet. The window was open, and | 


didn't want our neighbours to hear, but it was way too warm to close the window. 


Josh noticed the open window, and used one hand to gently cover my mouth, stil burying his face into my 
back. His other arm wrapped around and under my chest and held me still as he desperately pounded me. The 
rapid slapping sound of his skin hitting mine sounded deafeningly loud compared to our stifled breathing and 
muffled moans. 


"Urgh, Josh!" | moaned, mumbling against his hand. 


‘Mmmmm..baby, | won't be long," he replied, his voice deep and strained. | could feel his warm breath on my 


back. 
"Already?" | asked, teasingly. "Oh, Josh. You can't come yet. | haven't had enough of you." 
"Fuck, | can't help it, you feel wayyyyy too fucking good." 


He held me tight, his warm, skinny body crouching over me, as close as he could get, his skin pressed against 
mine, hot and sweaty. He still had an arm wrapped tightly around my chest, holding me still, but he took his 
other hand away from my mouth and grabbed my boobs. He ran his fingers over my nipples. 


"Urgh, your nipples are hard for me, baby... Fuck | wanna come on them. Let me come on your tits." 
| tried to keep my voice steady as | attempted a reply. 


"Mmmm... you can.. if you must.. but | was rather hoping you'd come inside me. You know how much | love 


that..." 
| heard him give a moan. "Even better... fuck, it's hot when you say that. Say it again" 


| want you to come inside me." | whispered. | felt him speed up his thrusting in response, pounding me hard, 
his stiff length filling me completely every time. "Fuck, yeah! | want your huge cock to explode inside me, Josh..| 


want your cum in my pussy. All of it. Mmmm. Fucking soak me." 


Josh was thrusting a mile a minute, and | twisted my body a little to look back at him. His face was contorted 
in pleasure, his cheeks bright red and his teeth gritted hard. He gave a growl. 


"l-Im g-gonna come!" he exclaimed desperately. 


His grip around my chest stiffened, he held my boobs tight, and | could feel every muscle in his body tense up. 
He pressed himself into me, as close as he could, his right foot still planted on the bed frame for better 


leverage. 


He gave one final thrust and as he gave a loud and long groan, | began to feel that oh-so-familiar and oh-so- 
delicious feeling. | was constantly amazed by how much cum this skinny man could produce. 

It filled me, completely, some of it expelled as he continued to thrust into me. It came in spurts, coating us 
both, the sheer volume and thickness of it meaning | could feel every pump. | couldn't get enough, and | pushed 
back against Josh's body, feeling his thighs against mine, both sticky at this point. He was bent over me now, 
his face buried against my shoulders, holding on to me for dear life as he finished emptying his load inside me. 


"Oh, fuck." he whispered, as he attempted to straighten up, withdrawing slowly, his length dripping. He stood 
still for a second, head bowed, catching his breath. | stayed on all fours, my t-shirt still round my neck, 
breathing hard. 


| was about to open my mouth to tell him how much | loved having his load inside me when we heard 
movement at the door. | jumped, pulling my t-shirt back down to cover my chest, and Josh hurriedly bent 
down to pull his jeans and boxers up. 

We weren't quick enough. The door opened, and there stood John 

He stopped. He stared. 


"What the fuck?" 


My heart was beating rapidly. My face heated up. 
Oh, God. | was fucked, in more ways than one. | stared at him, trying to quickly think of what to say. "John, |-" 


"Erm. Can | see you for a second?" He interrupted. 


Before | could reply, he grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the room, barely giving me time to pull my 


panties and jeans up. 


- to be continued. 


John 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: detailed/graphic! 


This one is a two-part story, and this chapter contains rough sex. 


He pulled me into his room, down the hall. 

"What the fuck?!" he repeated, raising his voice as soon as we got inside. 

| backed against the wall, willing my lip to not start wobbling. | hated being yelled at. | felt like | could burst into 
tears at any moment. 

He was still glaring into my eyes, and | could see a look of anger, but also slight hurt, in his gaze. 

"Are my eyes deceiving me?" 

‘lm sorry," | started, my voice shaky. | wanted to tell him he was being unreasonable, and that we weren't 
actually really dating, and | actually had the right to have sex with someone else if | wanted, but | couldn't 


argue back. 


His gaze felt like it was scorching my skin. My heart felt like it was being wrenched and pulled from my 
ribcage. | didn't want him to be angry with me, or hurt. | didn't want him to hate me. | loved him so much. 


His eyes searched mine for a moment, his face expressionless. He leaned towards me and rested his left arm 
against the wall, his face just inches from mine. He loomed over me, as if to assert dominance. He made direct, 
unbreaking eye contact with me. He seemed calmer now. 

"| gotta take back what's mine." 

He turned back to lock the door, then stood facing me. He began to unbuckle his belt as he took a few steps 
toward me. | backed up slowly, towards the large table that stood against the wall. | leaned against it, my heart 
beating faster, watching as John edged closer to me. 


He hastily pulled his zipper down and grabbed his junk through his boxers with his right hand. 


"Get down here." He commanded, pointing at his 


feet. 


| quickly crouched down, kneeling before him, and watched as he dragged his boxers down and pulled out his 


length, already thick and rigid 
He grabbed the back of my head with his hands, then slid it into my mouth in one swift movement, gathering 
up fistfuls of my hair. 


| took it willingly, hurriedly, and looked up at him. 


He attempted to stifle a deep and furious moan He looked like he was trying hard to maintain his emotionless 
expression, but he couldn't help his mouth falling open as he gyrated slightly, before pushing his shaft deep 
into my throat. 


"Take it," he growled. 


He withdrew it and then pushed it in again, causing me to gag just a little, and my eyes watered. He was biting 
his lip, looking at me, and he tightened his grip on my hair. 


"Fuck, yeah," he breathed as he pushed it deep within my throat one more time, before beginning to find his 
pace, thrusting wildly. 


| clenched my fists, trying to control my gag reflex. | tried to keep my breathing steady. This was a side to 
John | had not seen before, and | liked it. | looked up at him again and he was gritting his teeth and watching 
me closely, his eyes narrowing slightly every time he withdrew his length and he could see my lips wrapped 
around his head. His cheeks were becoming pinker and pinker and his breathing was intensifying. He sped up his 
actions, pounding harder and faster, spreading his legs, pulling my head towards him as he thrusted. 


He was beginning to pant a little, and | tried my hardest to keep it together, although my eyes were still 
watering and my throat was becoming sore. It was all worth it though, as | watched him tilt his head back, his 


lips apart, all the muscles in his arms and chest taut and tense, his breath coming in gasps and groans. 


To know that it was me bringing him this pleasure was the biggest turn-on, even if this was supposed to be a 


punishment. 


He thrusted into my throat again, and | peered up at him as he pushed it further, as far as he could, pulling 
my head towards him, until my lips were touching the skin of his beautifully taut lower abdomen, with its fine 
covering of hair and the v-lines on either side. | tried my hardest not to gag again as | felt the length of him 
pulsing, way down deep in my throat. He held it there for a few seconds, his teeth grazing his lower lip, before 
pulling out, letting go of my hair. | gasped for breath. He wasn't done. 


He stood tall above me, dominant and demanding. 
"Get up, and bend over that table for me. Ass in the air." He ordered 


| did as | was told, leaning over the table behind me, and he immediately pushed me down with his left hand, 
and with his right, grabbed at the waistband of my jeans and yanked them down He crouched down to pull 


them clean off, followed by my underwear, then stood up again, towering over me. He had his hand on my 
upper back, pinning me down on the table. | lay, feeling exposed and submissive, his shadow cast from the 
overhead lights baring down on me. He did and said nothing for a few moments, leaving me in suspense and 


anticipation. | could feel my heart pounding in my chest. 


He suddenly delivered a firm spank to my ass. | flinched and gasped, then braced myself as he grabbed my 
bare skin and slapped it again and again, his movements fast and harsh. | winced at each spank, giving little 
wails, and when | dared turn my head to glance at him, his lips were pursed, an expression of concentration 


upon his face. 


He stopped for a second and looked into my eyes, as if to gauge my reaction "This will teach you." He hissed, 


before spanking me again. 


| flinched, but tried to hold eye contact with him. His lips twitched ever so slightly, a devious smile threatening 
to make its way onto his face. 

He gave another series of sharp slaps, and | could feel my skin becoming tingly and sore. | gritted my teeth as 
John stopped and grabbed my ass as if to soothe the redness, expecting more slaps, but he drew his hand 


away. | looked back again. 

John was biting his lip and looking down at his right hand, stroking his erect member, still standing stiff and 
strong. He glanced up again, and reached forward to spread my thighs, and stepped closer to me, letting his 
erection press against my entrance. The anticipation washed over me, my entire body tingling. He held my 
thighs apart, gripping them tight. 

"So, tell me." John said suddenly as he leaned in close. 

"What?" | replied in a breathless whisper. 

"Why you'd fuck Josh when | can do this to you?" 

| gasped as | felt him push his cock into me from behind. He filled me completely. He slowly pulled it out again, 
but then stopped, staring down at his length. 

"Did-did he come in you?" 

My heart skipped a beat as | glanced at John's length, coated in another man's cum. | anxiously looked into his 
eyes as | gave him a slow nod. | prayed he wasn't about to explode with anger and disgust, but instead he 
simply stared down at his length, in silence. 


| could almost hear his brain ticking over. | wondered what he was thinking. 


| held my breath, unsure, then gave a silent sigh of relief as he continued. His member felt harder now, I'm 


sure | wasn't imagining it. | shuddered with pleasure as | felt him slide it back in, before steadily grinding into a 


rhythm. He reached forwards and gathered my hair into a ponytail and held it, his other hand on my hip. 


He began pounding me with a vengeance, using his entire shaft. He paused for just a second to spank me again, 
before continuing. | could hear deep grunts begin to arise from within his chest, and when | turned my head | 
saw his expression, his cheeks crimson in a passionate rage, his teeth gritted 

His hair was plastered to his face and | could see the sweat beginning to drip from his brow. 

He leaned forwards and pushed my head down with his left hand, so that one side of my face was pressed 
against the hard wood of the dressing table, and when he saw me bite my lip he grabbed my neck with a 
forceful but gentle hand. 


"Tell me I'm the best you've ever had" He demanded, in a threatening whisper, his lips brushing against my 


earlobe. 

"You're the best I've ever had" | repeated as clearly as | could, looking firmly into his eyes. 

"Good girl" He growled, releasing my neck. 

He straightened up, and with his right hand reached around beneath my stomach. | felt his fingers make their 
way south. | squirmed and caught my breath as his fingers began to pleasure me, working expertly and with all 
the speed you'd expect from a talented guitarist. His other hand squeezed my thigh, before pulling it up upon 
the dressing table, leaving me more open and exposed. 

He shifted closer to me and | felt him plunging deeper within me. 

‘I'm gonna make you come." He announced. "You're gonna come for me." 

He was slowing his thrusting now, concentrating on the movements from his hand that were starting to 
heighten the sensations from deep within. Paired with the feeling of his thick length slowly penetrating me, the 
throbbing began. 

The movements from his right hand didn't falter, and | felt myself starting to reach the point of no return. 
He pulled out fully and paused, knowing that | was craving his thick cock inside me again. He pushed it back in 
again, noticing how | was tightening up and throbbing, and withdrew once more. My breathing becoming 
increasingly heavy, and did it again, and this time he gave a long deep moan in my ear, and over the edge | 
went. He pushed it all the way inside me, loving to fill me up fully so he could feel my growing contractions all 
along his length. 


With clenched fists, | grabbed at the sides of the table. 


"Ah, FUCK!" 


He straightened up and began pounding me furiously as | came, and | could tell he loved being the cause of my 
arching back, my curling toes, my screams becoming louder with each thrust. Hearing his grunts of pleasure 
as he thrusted rapidly heightened my climax, and caused another pleasurable wave to seize my body. | was 
wailing, squirming, pushing back desperately to take more of him inside me. | couldn't get enough. | needed him 


balls-deep in me. He grabbed my hips hard and pulled me back toward him repeatedly. 


"| bet Josh couldn't make you come like that." | 


heard him murmur, once my cries had ebbed away. 


His voice was barely audible over his heavy breathing. He had a devious grin on his face, and a solid grip upon 
my hips, fingers grabbing at my skin. He continued to pound me, his eyes lowered, watching his own actions. He 
squeezed his eyes shut for just a minute, silently concentrating, still thrusting rapidly, before giving a loud and 
sudden moan. 


"Oh God, my turn," he groaned, his voice strained. 
"Mmmm, fuck, I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come inside you. I'm gonna fill you up a second time." 


He'd barely finished his sentence before he plunged back into me and | felt him shoot his load inside me with a 
groan. | realised that the fact that I'd had another guy's cum inside me not ten minutes ago was really turning 
me on | looked back, watching John as he pumped into me repeatedly, before pulling out and jerking himself off, 


shooting his remaining cum on to my pussy, then plunging into me one last time. 


Satisfied that | was well and truly full to the brim, he took a deep breath, crouched over me and dipped his 
head, and | watched him as he recovered. The look on his face was so sexy; his furrowed brow, eyes bleary 
and heavy, his beautiful lips were open wide in an expression of pure pleasure. All of his muscles were tight 
and visible, v-lines and abs casting shadows upon his beautifully toned form, his shoulders raised, arms tense, 
his large, masculine hands now holding my hips as he stood still, calming down. His breathing was so heavy, so 


audible, and he was fighting to control it: 


He stood for a few moments, catching his breath. 
He slowly looked up and caught my eye. 


We gazed at each other, neither of us saying a word, until he stood up with a groan and ran his hands 
through his hair. | straightened up, and quickly pulled my underwear back up before the two guys' worth of 
cum inside me started to make a mess. | turned to face him and he leaned forwards and cupped my face in his 


hand, looking into my eyes. 


"If you want to fuck Josh again." he whispered. ".. want in" 


